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was a better authority—though
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LITERARY NOTES.

ENGLISH POETRY.

THE SONGS OF BOME OLD AND NEW
BINGERS,

A posthumous volume Is the most congpiou-
ous among those collections of verse which have
recently come from the press The poems by
Christina Rossettl, hitherto unpublighed or un-
collected, have been edited by her brother, and
they come swiftly to the front at the present
time; partly because they are new, but stiil
more because thelr author belongs among the
most interesting poets of her eentury, and the
book contains a number of characteristic lyrics.
As thpugh through some happy convergence
of events toward the appropriate reintroduc-
tion of her noble strain, the poets who surround
her in the year's harvest are, with few excep-
tions, worthy to stand by her slde. The frri-
tating type of  minor poet |8 never mute in
England, but for the nonce he retires {nto the
background. In ‘the long 1ist of volumes pre-
sented for appraisal at this time there are not
many which strike an {nfelicitous note

s
I.
A DEVOTIONAL POET.

To preface an account of the "New Poems by
Christina Rossetti” (Macmillan & Co.) with
gome criticism of the editor, willlam Michael
Rosgett], is unfortunate but necessary. He has
done much to provoke adverse ecomment. Chris-
tina’s memory, he says g one of my most
pacrad treasures, and her works and thelr
repute are proportionately dear to ma" Yet he
does not hesltate to take obvlous liberties with
that memory, excesding what would appear to
bLe the reasonable sphere of his discretion in
regard to the fortunes of his slater's work, and
assuming altogether too much in his del‘.iainnn
ag to the steps required to be taken for the
preservation of her repute. 1le has nssum?:
to sny which of her ummhIlshvd poems \\'onb
go to “sustain her poetleal reputation, or .t‘
of substantial Interesl ag showing the growth
of her mind.” That jast clause 8 a cn'mpre-
hensive one, and under s protection William
Rossett! has made 8 volume of nearly four
hundred pages, which, in deference to his sis-
ter's high standard, ought to have been 'I'f.‘-
duced to half the alze. She would nt:l h:uel»
published all the immature and experimenta
poems in thia collection, and it is even doubt-
ful as to whether she would have printed many

‘hich the reader must delight.
S « {0 the worth of Christina

It 15 a testimony
Rossettl's poetry that no editorial clumsinees of
her brother's could mar the heauty of the im-
pression which her hest poems leave. She was
rarely pagsionate to any strenuous degree. She
never stire the bload with a trumpet bhlas'. 'I’h.n'
ghe never wanted to do this. Her suppression o
the three emotional poams which her brother his
chosen to reprint from the editlon of 1842 is In-
dicativa of the mond to which ghe preferred to
give expregsion. Why A1A she regret, as ehe
geemedl to regret, ihe bitterness and proud defi-
anca of “Sister Mende!'? Because neltha!' the
deflance Tor the liftterncks Wwha natural to Her
gpirithal and profonndly pietistic mind. Self-
sguppresslon, or, If not that, then a keen sense of
the evanescence of mortal things, walted upon
her poetical fusion of famillar experience with
imaginative feeling; and she no maore cared to
do violence to the serene measure of her daily
life than she did to the high musings of her re-
liglous mind. She knew the power of flerce pas-
slon, and gometimes che was swept off her feet,
poetically, by {15 tmpetus. Then, a8 in some hot
gust of starmy tecling, she could write “glster
Maude” or the polgnant lines entitled “Look on
This Picture and On This’ It was from this
scqualntance with headstrong human impulse
and aching human wounds, partly a matier of
{ndlvidual genius, partly a morbid streak of tem-

ment which she shared with Dante Rossettl,
that ¥He Arew some of her power. But the dust
and futllity of such rebellious phases of life s
ghe now and then was moved ta celebrate in
tense and vivid versc she more often recognized
at thelr exmct value, and she fixed her gaze
steadfastly upon the principle embodied in the
conclusion to a long porm written in 1853, “To
What Purpose Is This Waste?

O earth, earth, earth, thou et she!t bow

Who art =0 foir and lifted.up,

Thou vet ghalt draln the bitter cup.

Men's eyes that wait upon thee now;

All eyes shall gee thee lost and mean,

Exposed and valued at thy worth,

While thou ghalt stand ashamed and dumb—

Ah, when the Son of Man shall come,

Shall He find faith upon the earth?,

The strain of mournful meditation which
resounds through these lines was the chosen
straln of Christinn Raossettl all her e long.
ghe was devoted to &n austere Muse. Her
genius was really ascetle, and the nun-like
serenlty of her feellng breathes of a constant
humility, & constant abnegatlon. Yet, with thls
temperament alone she might never have
written ithe works which give her fame. The
poet In her could not resist the buoyant call
of nature, could not withstand the joy of sing-
ing, and from her resigned but courageous
lips there feli some of the tenderest of modern
Iyries, songs which have not the bell-like musle
of the great poets at thelr tunefullest, but
songs which have a haunting cadence, a charm
half-melancholy, balf-happy, which is pecullar
to herself. Many such scugs have been fa-
millar to the readers of her previous books, but
many more of them are Included In the present
collection and Inspire a gratitude to Mr. W. M.
Rosset'l, which his shortromings as sn’ editor
cannot’ invalldgte, The dirfe bég Hing “8he
was &8 sweet as viofets 'in the spring,” the’
song called “Listening,” the ballad of “Hus-
pand and Wife,” the exquinite poems in the
section of the book given to purely devotional
subjects—things llke “Now They Desire” and
“For Under a Crucifix’—all these productions
have the spontaneity and the deep, unmistak-
able feellng which make Christina Rossettl one
of the most persuaslve of modern claimants
for poetical immortality. The Importance of

« this new collection of poems by her Is due to

the genuineness of her gifts. Bhe owed her
power to her inapiration and not to the ae-
sidious ocultivation of artificinl tastes. She
had not the inspiration of a great writer, and,
like Dante Rossettl, who was even more un-
symmetrically developed, ghe cannot escape a
certain limitation of sweep which givea the im-
preesion that she sees some thinga In the world
and not others. The universality of the great
poets she almost invariably misses. But if she
has not their large, Impersonal vision she has
at least a wonderful Intuition In dealing with
those things that touch her own heart. No
writer of her time exerts so delicate a fascina-
tion just through the attractiveness of murked

personality.

1L
ARTFUL AND ARTLESS VERSE,

There s personality in “The Poetry of Pathos
‘and Delight” (G. P. Putnam's Sons), a slender
anthology which Mra. Allce Meynell has compiled
from the works of Coventry Patmore. It ls per-
sonality of a winning sort. Evan in his Hghtest
Iyrics. Mr. Patmore has always possessed an
underetirrent of such dlgnified feellng as one ex-
pects from a high-bred man of the world, There
is & distinetion adout his work, a polse, & suavity
which somehow suggests the patrickan as much
as it does the poet. It also suggests the artist,
and, 1f it Is dificult to recognize Mr. Patmore's
as “the divinest of our time" (which it Is,
Mrs, Meynell's opinlon), it is, at any rate,
certain that few of his contemporaries havs been
_to a lofty standard of execution, Of
ity of that Muse who presides over “The
| in the House™ and “The Unknown Eros”
is mﬂc to feel as convinced as Mra.
- feels; but about her Impeccable teate
be no question whatever. Mr. Patinore
been conslslently epleurean, and the
verse ia pure, even, untouched by the
of uncontrallable vassion or the
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filckerings of uncertain thought. He is not pre-
cisely cold. There i too much delicacy of feel-
Ing, there is too much grace of imagination in
him, for him to be a poet of hard and glittering
surface. But to consider him as the poet of
pathos and delight, with any sxpectation that he
will unlooge the bonds of elemental nature and
take his reader captive with storms of pleasure
or pain, 18 to court disappointment.  1is for-
tunes as a poet throw' helpful light upon this
point, If hig vogue has heen persietently with
a scholarly and lterary publie, If he has been
the chject of a quiet admiration on the part of
fastidlous men of letters, and has never swayed
a really large and enthusiastic audience, has
It not been because hls verse has never throbbed
with the truest, warmest blood of poetry?
There 18 not a page in this pretty volume
compiled by Mrs. Meynell which 18 not, in its
temperate wny, charming, yet the pathos is
never heart-shaking, the delight Is never over-
whelming, and this not merely hecause Mr.
Patmore prefers a gentle measurs, hiut because
try as he may, like Browning's thrush, he
never can recapture the firat, fine carelesa rap-
ture of human suffsring and human joy. The
thrush, for g1l his impotence, might have taught
shls poet some lessons, Wers Mr, Patmore W
sing like the Bird he might utter a more thrill-
ing cry. As Il Is he has sung from the begin-
ning lika the polished man of letters that he Is,
and while, from time to time, he has produced
poems like “The Letter,' which repeat with
gubtle sympathy and conclllating truth some of
the emotlons of actual experience, he Is, In the
maln, a trifle too composed. He pleases hut
he does not strengthen. Ie 18 a looker on
rather than a dweller pt the centre of human life

Ars. Mevnell thinks. as has been pointed out
above, that Mr. Patmore's s “the divinest
volea of our time Mr. Patmore thinks, as b
stated {n print some time ago, that ""Mrs. Mey-
nell's verses are-full of delleate and original
thought, for the most part fnultlessly ox-
pressed,” It will be scen that these two writers
are \n perfect eympatty with one another. Yet
the “Poema’ (Copeland & Day) of the youngar
writer show no Imitatlon of the elder. Mrs
Meynell is, Indeed, in no need of a borrowed
inspiration. IHer songs have always beerr her
own, ard In the present volume, which is eom-
posed of new and cld verses, ghe shows agaln
that no matter how deep her admiration may
be for the art of Mr. Patmore, she Is content to
baze her own work upon a more artless founda-
tion. She wouid, perhaps, repudlate the art-
lessness If it were ascribed to her without quall-
fication. But her evident love of good crafts-
manship would not be as Ingratating as It 1s
if there were not forever in Ler lines the foree,
the movement, the exaltation af a true poet's
feoling, It is nnlikely that she wonld eare to
have her art pralsed at the expense of her in-
gpiration, If the two were mars fed in extraor-
dinary verse they would be appre fated ns
ope, and Mrs. Meynell would enjoy even a
prouder fame than she can Loast at present,
A8 It in, the lack of might, of resonance, of the
fire which would make her a major poet, cannot
spoll-the minor feliclty of hor work.

There was talk some time since of giving to
Mra, Meynell the laurel of Ternyson. The con-
troversy on that subject need not be renewed
now, but of this much thera ean be no douht—
that for a certain exguisite blending of dnlintl-
nesa with serious thought, she 18 more remark-
able than any of her rivalg in the fleld. £he

would not have made a good Laureate, in all |

probabllity, because the holder of that offiee 1& |

afteneat required to “sing upon recorded ac-
tlons,” and there Is nothing dramatie ahout M
Meynell's Muse. 8he sita “guhtly contempla-

tive.” and the web of her meditatlons is woven |

of the most elusive threads,  But if the Laureats
were selected for ressons other than thoee catab.
lished in history, if it were simply and sidely
the recognition of a poct's worth that the wreath
conveyed, there would have been justice in the
cholce of Mrs. Mevnell, She has sweetness that
is not too aweet, strength that is not lnwless, in-
gight and sympathy that perform thely humone
offices fn the light of a calm and healthy phail-
orophy, With her intellectual balance,
imaginative bunyanece, there goes a Iyrie Jit
which is the erown to her verse,

111,
TENDERNESS AND HUMOIL.
Something of the graclous atmosphere In
which Mra, Mevnell's verses are enveloped s
flung about “A Pomander of Verse" (A, C. Me-

Clurg & Company), & thin Httle volume by Misa |

E. Nesbit, which might have exceeded Ita modest
four-score pages without stra!ning the patlence
of the reader., Miss Nesbit does not take her-
8¢1f too serlously. Thers lg a lightnees ahout
her veras which speaks a debonair and happy
mind.
of her book she s frankly contemporaneous,
loeal, jocose, And the singer of these satirieal
refrains Is anticipated
whers her cleverness,
her reflned animation, are all dedicated to a
tenderer veln of sentiment. But whether pen-
sive or gay, Miss Neshit Is always companion-
able, the wings of poesy flutter through her

her |

" tin had @ great subifect, n great

In the rhymes which fill the last pagos |

In the earller pages, |
her deft workmanship, |

verses, though they may not bear her up to the |

highest peaks. If ever a minor poet has justified |

her exlstence, Misa Neshit has done so In the |

poem called “Inspiration,” which {s here guoted
intact:

I wandered in the enchanted wood,
.. And as I wandered there I sang

A song 1 never understood,

* Though sweel the, music rang,

A T ¥

1 held a Hly white and falr,
Its perfume was a song divine,

A =ong lke moonlight and elear alr,
N» rose-hued cloud ilke mine.

Beneath pale moon and wind-winged skics
My lps were dumb as one drew near,
Folded warm wings across my eyes,
And whispered In my ear.

He left a lame-flower in my hand,
And bade me sing as herctofore

The song 1 eould not understand;
But I can sing no more,

His secret seala my dumhb lips fast,
My lly withered 'neath his wing;
But now I understiand at last
The song I used Lo sing.
.

There may be no great welght in this poem, and
throughout Miss Nesbhit's volume there |8 noth-
ing which excerds It In power. But the lines are
adequate; they fill to the brim the unpretentious
cup of lyrle wine which their author is content
to offer, and though her draught may fall far
short of producing the intoxication of “Lhe true,
the blyghful Hippocrene,” she ia at Jeast sure of
communicating a glow which lingers sweetly In
the memory.

If Miss Nesbit's poems are remembered, it will
be because they have a free Impulse behind them,
were written because thelr author delights In
singing—"tho' none hear beside the singer.”
Their life io in their spontaneity, thelr unforced
poetle ardor. The same may be sald of several of
the volumey which next present themselves for
discussion, but there are reservatlons to be noted
in connection with some of these latter collec-
tions. Mr. Duncan Campbell Seott, for exam-
ple, In “The Magle House and Other Poems"
(Copeland & Day), has abundant zeal and a
really vibrant chord within the range of his
lyre. At rare intervals he produces a poem like
“At the Cedars,” a conclge narrative, which
moves rapldly, deplcts an exeiting episode with
vigor and tact, and gives the pulse & momentary
hint of the passion which flows through the
rhymea of adventure. But even In this Mr, Scott
eannot wholly avold the metrical monotony which
marks most of his work. Ie makes an engaging
appeal through the fine fibre of his thought, and
especinlly through his taste and sk!ll in the de-
lincatlon of landscape effects, but there s a me-
chanical regularity about his rhyming that In

the long run grows tedlous. Mr. John Davidson |

would grow tedlous, for much the same reason, In
his “Fleet Stroet Eclogues” (Dodd Mead & Co)

| entangled do not gerve to lend the book that ele-
| ment of unconventional vivacity which It most

the author rebukes his oritles pecanse” they dn

# he were not saved from himself by his skilful
mingling of humorous with pathetic moods In a
set of dialogues which are full of the vivacity and
medernity of a London newspaper ofMee. His
perssnages are possibly a tr'fle ton declamatory,
but they are drawn o the 17 in thelr solemn
1dentitication of the nation’s fn’ rests with thelr
own, and it was a happy conceit of Mr. David-
son's to ghow the YOung Journalists of England
exactly as they are, bumptious enough, but often
gulrk to respond to influences of the sort which
have woven these city eclogues through and
through with idylle themes and airs. With a
lttle mora elastisity In his galt, with a little
more 1dlomatic rhyme on his lips, Mr. Davidson
might deserve high pralse. Now hia deserts are
geareely aa considerable as gome of his per-
tervid admirers would have us helleve, but he
{s on the road to o justification of thelr applnuss
v,
FROM RHETORIC TO BALDNISE,
Coneorning the ups and downs of public taste,
Willlam Watson has something to say in “The
Father of the Forest and Other Poems” (Stone
& Kimball), There 18 an "Apologia®™ at the end
of the book an ingenlous fragmeht ‘whersin

not see the full value of his devetldn io the
poets, ke has not thought It shame, he says,
“To tread in pobler footprinte thun mine own,"”
and he seems to think he ovibt to have due
eredit for his high Intentlons, at lenstT The
truth is that no one has ever Impnted & hase in-
tention to Mr. Watson, aud, indeisd, his treading
in nobler footprints than his own has often
been extolled as a worthy ambition. But the
inevitable comparison comes, aril Mr, Watson's
own footprints suffer In the transi tlon, This
very volume containg o redupdand YHymn to
the Sea” which Is more Swinburnian than Swin-
burne, and rolls along I expiansive metre with-
put conveying any of the majesiy which resides
in the theme. Mr. Watson's facllity, his rhe-
topleal cleverness, his lterary eviticizm, all go
to the production of finished, readabls, and
even atiractive verse, but there Is naught with-
in the eariler pages of “The Father of the Mor-
est” to show that the erities helabnred in the
“Apologla® at the end were wrong, In that
plaintive but M-advised work ftse It there Is a
pomposity, there Is a pseudo-statelliness, which
vividly recalls the fault of Mr. Watson from
the beginning. He has always hadd the makings
of an admirable minor poet in hilm and his pres-
ent volume falle harmontously into the concert
of the best contemporary versifls ra—but he
tries to he bardle, sublimely impaesioned, and
then he 7o1ts, He would like to be rapt in lofty
contemplation, bt he gives the lmprs sslon of
bedng rapt in his own rhetorie,

A similar error vitlates the writings af Fran-
cig Thompson, whose "Sister Songs An Offer-
Ing to Two Slbeters’” (Cop e & Dinyy is the
outpouring of on original spiodled hy a
verbal taste that strives to be o undly uneon-
ventlonal, This vislonary poet, who has =ome-

faney

thing of the irideseence of dreame In hls lines,
fa Impatient of FEnglish, and sapins, therefore,
the most Impossible phrescs. 1ie rlr-

cumfused wind,” he tells how &

sines of

Radinte surge of o eame,
fTusing blush-wise, palpitant,

and all !Ihrmuh this new volume, which |s |
atherwlse sloquent of a poetle Instinet, he geat- |
ters passages like the tollowing: |

Next 1 osaw, wonder-whist, |

How from the atmosphers nomigt,

S0 it seemed, slow uprist

And, looklng from these
1 was "wars

R

elfin swarm

How

1w with furmm
foating down,

n waterny 1
of waved ara
flaxile way,
alf resupine

There is a thin mosmbeam of pootry in thls
1

bt the diction 18 worsse than affacted
Thompa might nt I

|
|
fragment, |
n

it 1% barbarous. My

elalm that his words bave a certalr flamboynt

a eortatn eolor. It might be wisghed that the
Port Laureate had tried for as muech, risked o

much, In his latest dramatie poem, “England’s
Darling” (Macmilian & o). In this pas
tiche of parrative and lyrie rumination Mr. Aus-
opportunity, b
a drab sohriety relgne over the whole dull pes
formance, the hook 1s absolutely colorlose fror
teginning to end. For Just one mament, In the |
gecond scene of the last act, where Alfred fu dis- |
gulse slnga of Emgland pefore Guthrum  and
Oskytel, and finally declares his name sl pur-
pree—for this one mament Mr. Austin geems
about to be postle. Bat the Instant passcs and
the poet is gllent. The last pages of the ook
are devoted to a reprint of “The Passing of
Merlin, the elegy on Tennyson which appenred
In "The London Times In 1892, It I8 apposite.
1ts enloglistic tone gughil Lo hmpress those eritios
who have attarked the Laureate for his early
denuncintions of his predecessor (refusing to wl-
mit that a man can ever make a mistake or
change his mind), and the smooth ripple of the
lines comes ag a necessary reminder after “Eng-
land's Darling” that Mr. Austin 18 not £ incapa-
ble an he {8 sometimes represented to ba

When Mr. Austin s satisfied with ar emotion,
a seneation, and plays with it through a few
stanzas, he la apt to be worth hearing. When
he attempts to elaborate g story, as in “England's
Darl'ng,’’ and every one of hls other dramatie
poems, he becomes uninteresting. The trug par-
ratlve ‘gift, rare enough In prosé, s rardr EthT
in poelry; and (8 pot always to be employed by
{ts phasessor with equal authority In both Mrez-
tioms. Mr, Hlackmore's exquisite pross | one of
the treasures of modern English flietion, Put he
has endeavored Lo write some tales In verse, and
bls “IPringilla” (The Durrcws Brothers Company)
in n sadly dmappolnting book. It has been co-
plously illustrated by Mr. Will H, Dradiey, the
inet artiet In the world whom Mr. Blackmora
might have been expected to prefer, bhut the hec-
tle swlrls in which the figures of the pletures are

obvlously needs, "Lita of the Nile,” the first
long poem In the collection, gives accurately the
measure of all that follows, and in this pletur-
eeque romance of ol Egyptian life Mr. Black-
more employs a enlpenap which wakes a hunger
for the bheauty of his prose. The entire contents
of “Fringilla” are worth less, It must be cone
fessed, than one lovely page of “Lorna Doone™
Mizs Mathilde Blind s another writer who has
done well with prose, and, attempting poetry,
doen far less well. In her “Birds of Passage;
Bongs of the Orfent and Oceldent” (Chatto &
Windus), she Is deseriptive, florid and accurate
enpugh as to the rhyming of her lines.  But
she ought to confine hersell  to  the erltl-
cal studies which have glven her the excellent
reputation aas a writer which she now enjoya,
She has the critic's gift of acumen, but sho lacks
the poet's natural element, the element of pas-
slon,

There is no lack of pagsion In the poetry of
Mr. Wilfrid Beawen Blunt, and in the recent
luxurlous reprint of “Esther, A Young Man's
Tragedy; Together with the Love Sonnets of
Proteus” (Copeland & Day), It la luteresting
to find that the poems ere ag homogeneous as
ever; that they have malntalned through thelr
few years the poetic tenslon which at the start
geemed threatened by the more or less sequential
scheme In “Esther” and the too great length of
the other series. Mr. Blunt Is a shade too arti-
flelal In his “Esther' sonnets, giving to them a
burden of narration which the form is lil-ealou-
lated to bear, and when he wrote the “Love Bon-
neta of Proteus” he falled to give the collection
the Iast touch of hizs art by suppressing half,
Yet his wsonnet Is, as a rule, o well bullded
that #ven a superfluous one is aceepted good-
humoredly, and the others are all firmly knit
productions, compacted of interesiing thought
and gond technical taste. There (8 first and last

| whose mystical genlus Mr

in Mr. Blunt's poetry, moreover, the vitality of

a passlonate imagination.

V.
AN IMPASBSIONED CELT.

AMr. Blunt s never €0 passionate that he must
transgress the limits of his form. A sonnet will
hold all that he cares to say. For the Celtle
rapture of Mr. W. B. Yeats there |s nothing In
form which curbs his geinus, and he, too, always
respects the rhythm In which he I8 writing. Yet
his volume of “poeins” (Copeland & Day) |Is
suffused from cover to cover by that witchery
which carrles the lmagidation far from all
thought of mere rhyme or rhetoric. In some
ways this |s one of the mogt Interpsting books
of the decade. A Druldieal magie burns In Mr.
Yeats's own lines, a glimmer of Irish faery 13
thrown over every poem, and through and
through the raclal pecullarities of the man, writ
clear across his work, there runa the mark of a
predestined Iyrist, the eign of a hbarn poet. This |
writer would never sit down to the evolution of
Introspactive gomnets, His tongue s loosed in
half wiid chants by the memories of Irish kings
who “broke the ridge of battle with thelr hands';
he divines the mysterles of the haunted Irigh
moors and woodlands, he singa a sirange, new,
dreamy, far-gway romance, a song of herole love
and fierce combats by the angry set—in the heart
and texture of his work he 8 a poet.

8ide hy elde with a hot sympathy for the
trouhles of hia nation there runs the tendereat
love for tender things, the poet watching ceaee-
togsly for the flutter of heauty's robe, gand never
missing it beeause the claims of human Jay and
sorrow ars pressed constantly upon hia vision.
The curicus little plays in his book, "The Count-
ess Cathleen” and “Toe Land of Ifeart’s De- |
slret are two welrd improvigationa of phan- |
tasmnl charm: not dramatie In any striet sense
af the term, hut dramns as of some =OPCerer’s |
world, where magle lights the etage and the
characters act from motlves barely comprehens I
sible to mortal minds. Yet Mr. Yeats never
really separates his world from ours. Tonereln
les lils puwer. He transports his reader to a
new reglon, but he does not fool him: he keepa
him in a placa of ldeal realities and fantastlc
truths, S0 mueh of ‘s poetry {8 new and
heautiful, g0 much of It 1s tmpregnated with the
fragrance of Queen Mab'a snchanted glades,
that 1t 18 diMcult to choose an llustrition, espe- |
clally as some of the best pieces, ke “The Hose
of Battle,” which hegins finely—

Rose of all Roses, Pose of all the World!

are too long to e reproduced In this place, But |
the song glven below, though one of his minor |
pleces, 18 a fair spochinen of what Mr. Yeats onn
do. It Is supposed to be sung by the faeries over
the outlaw Michael Dwyer and his hride, who
had cseaped into the mountning:
We who are ald, old and gay,

0, wo old?
Thousands of years, thousands of years,

1f nll were told:

fitve to thess chillren, new from the world,
Silence and o
And the long dew-dropping hours of the night, |
And the stars above:

Give to these children, new from the warld,
Rest far from moen,

Is anvthing better, anything bettor?
Tell It us then:

1"a who are 0ld, old and gay;
0, w0 ol

Thousands of years, thouganda
It all were tald

The lines eall up memorles of RBiake, with
Yeats 13 pe uliarfy

nd this recollection theps

in grmpathy, and be

e echoes of the Ellznbothans, dArifting miste
of thelr Indescribable glamor. Thess mista nre
nlways pressnt in the poetry of Mr. Yeata, never
obmenring the schnse, but just velllng the sub- |

| uinnee of his song in the myaterious shadows of |

dim Celtle dreams.
e e s

(CHARLES THE TWELFTH,

A CONSIETENT VIEW OF THE SWEDISH

HEROD

linpwe of the Bwe
Wi Taaln, Ppo xvidl,
(e in if tlie No-

Mr. Baln makes out n better ense for Charles
X1I than some other histarians are willing to al-
low. It is possilile, glmply on the mere stnte- |
ment of facts, to ralse most divergent theorles |
as to the eharacter of this King—to view hlm as
n crazy royal Knight-errant, a crowned Don |
Qulxote; or as a military expert who eould not
live without war; or as really a man of the high- |
est capacity both for war and for elvil affairs, |
tut fettersd by the conditlon of the times. There
have been those who looked for a talnt of In-
sanlty In the Va=a blood, and fancled that they
found proofs of thin even in the aelf-contained
and almost unitormly victorious Giostavus Adol-
Onee nrsumed as proved, of course, this |

phus
alleged mental obllgalty might serve to account |
for every mystery In the acts and character of |
Charles. Dut the solutlon is too easy. |

It is also toc casy an explanation to say that
Charles made war simply for the pleasure which
he took in it This was the spirit of the old
knights-errant, The last of the great Swedlsh
Kinga wiould have been more than human if
he had falled to taka pleasure In a sclence of
which he was A& master. Bul this will not ae-
count for a wide-reaching political plan that
seemed for many years on the point of balng
reallzed. On tha other hand, the opinlon that
Charles was wholly In his right mind is weak-
encd by his confuct in Turkey, and by the final
ecoursa of obatinacy which ended In his death.
There 15 only this ta say, that a man, above
all & Klrg, may be far from mad In courting
his own death when he gees that all the objects
he had In Nfe must be glven up.

Mr. Baln's blography alms to show that down
to the residence In Turkey the plans of Charles
were necessary to Swedish polley, If Sweden
was to retain control of the Baltle Sea and of
fta possessions In whal are now territories of
Russia and Germany., From the Swedlah point
of view ot that time, with the hopes and alms
of Gustavus Adolphus In mind, It was not at
all anreasonable to covet the whole lttoral of
the Baltie, or a8 much of It as would make
Sweden supreme In the North. It happened,
however, that Bwedish wishes In this matter
were directly In eonflict with those of Russla,
Denmerk and Jhe naseent Prussin,  Charles
worsted all these opponents In falr flight, and
in the earlier moves of his diplomaey. ut he
had no soones et his feet on Arm ground south
of the Baltte than he found himself on the
verge of that “atal politieal guicksand, the
Poland of hig day. Poland has vague outlines
a8 a4 country, but I* never had, even In [ty best
days, anything like natlonal consistency. Any
other Swedlsn King, with the traditlons and
fdean of Charles, wonld have had to plunge as
he 414 Into Pollsh politics, As an offset to Jlus-
slan power. Poland must be preserved, and It
must be under the rule of n King bound to
Sweden.  All thy delays of Charles In Central
Europe and the final disasters which drove him
to take refuge In Turkey, were due to the In-
stability of Poland, Charles's firat great dis-
appointment and fallure were due, not to any
defect 1. himself, but to fate, which forced
upon him a tusk that was impossible,

The eriticlem upon him for his long sojourn In
Turkey I8 met In the same way. The only na-
tlona In Europe to which the advance of Rusela
was & menace at that time were Sweden and
Turkey. 1t was Impossible for them to work
together, except under just such conditions as
had now been brought sbout, Charles saw the
vulnerable points of Russla on the Turkish side,
ITe easily worked out plans for war. But the in-
declslon of the Porte was as hopeless as the d|s-
unlon of Paland. Turkish milltary leaders wore
corrupt and incompetent. Armies were defeated

| by force of arms,

| THE EXPLOITS OF BRIGADIER GERARD, By

| THE

| the strong individual bent of her temperament, with

| sweet, loving Laidy Bountiful. Doubtless such con-
| verslons wers not unknown in the age of Queen

| in the concluding chapters of “A Lady of Quality,”

Larause =he hesltated ta open her husbead’s edes

|ty the trae state of affalee, fearinag Shat e “shonld
fwik nt me with changel eyes feoling that some-
whit of his tlghttol mea! had gone®

| epiinted on to Interest a wile clrele of readers,

| lowing for certnln inconsistencles in the character
| of her heroine, she has created an attractive figure.

which Charles bhimeelf-and no man of his time

have led to victory. Meanwhile gweden fell into
miserable straits. Its finances were beggrrly.
Its people hopeless, Its statesmen without &
head. ‘The final outbreak In TurkeY, when
Charleas was ejected, may well have been an
effort on the King's part to bring death upon
himself. For he knew as well then as he ever
did later that his work for Smeden was done.
But the Natlon was profoundly joyal. It
roused Itself to renewed effort upen his return.
In the person of Baron Von Gortz he found &
politician who coula at least avert misfortune
fur the tire. This Minister evoked almost
humble econceasions from Peter the Great and
skilfully played agalnst each other the Powers
which still dreaded, Charles's miiitary genlus.
But Charies himaself saw that no econcession
would ®e permanent that he could not hold
His obstinate refusal to ac-
copt the teams offered by Peter wah the firm-
ness of despalr. At the slege of Frederiksten,
he exposed himself to the fire of the enemy with |
the persistence of a man who was datermined to
be killed. At Inst death came, so awiftly that
it must have been painless. The whole history
is that of a man born out of his proper environ-
ment. In another age or ns King of a wider
realm, Charles might have heen far more thar

an eccentric hero of romance,
et b2

NEW NOVELS.

MRS, BURNETT'S ROMANCE OF THE TIME
OF QUEEN ANNE.

A LADY OF QUALITY, By Mrs. Frances Hodg-
=on Hurnett. 8vo. pp. 281" Charles Scribner's

SOns.

Connn Doyle. 1Zno, pp. L L. Appicton & ve, |
RED REPUBLIC. By R, W. Chambers. |
1%mo, pp. &6, (. P. Putnam's Sons. |

“A Lady of Quality,” by Mrs. Frances Hudg.-ani
Burneit, I8 a romance of the time of Queen Anne, |
Letng, neeording to the title page, “"a most curlous, !

| hitherto unknown history, as related by Mr. Isaac

HBlckarataff, but pot presented to the world of fash-
ton through the pages of “The Tatler.' " Thoe story I
marks a wile departara from the author's aceus-
tomed fleld of literary ohservation. Her experi-
ment has not proved nitogether sueressful either,
Lot 1t must be admitted that “A Lady of Quality”
18 n much better historical study than might have
been expected from the writer of “Little Lord
Fauntleroy.” The aloofness, the impersonality, of
the author's attltude Is remarkable, considering

{ts constant drift toward sentimentallsm, That the
attitule cost her eonslderable effort the develop-
ment of the story demonstrates conclusively. Con-
trant the flrst two-thirds of the story with the re-
maining secilon and it will be apparent that the
author's Impulse, which was successfully held in
check during the early stages, declared ltself Im-
prratively toward the close. Witness the clroum-
stanced of Sir Jeoffrs's death, and the canversion
beautifui, worklly Clorinda Into &

of the prowl,

Anne, but In =saying that the Mrs Burnett who I8
mort famillar to her readers summartly gnatches
the pen from the hand of the {mpereonal historian,

attertion s drawn rather to the maaner In
which the transitlon 18 worked out than to the
transition itself. From an artistic point of view
thie change 18 a serfous blemish,

The truth ts that Mos, Burnett essayed the Impos-
£lble when she tried to make Clorinda over Into a
sble character. The logle of the latter's nature
« not lead to such a conclusion, and the an-
thar's powers of persuasion are not sufficlently
strong 1o bmpose it upon the reader. The hook 18
relingitished  with the feeling that a woman v ko

mill «do murder, even though she feit Justified in
Cand eould earry a dead body In the depth
+and stow it In the cellar to “onceal It from
band's eves, 1a not precisely the stuff out of
loa the gentle creature of Mra, Rur-
net's concluding pages. There Is something wrong
in the psychology of this ltustion. Had ‘he author
the motlve of Clorinda’s stlence alout the

- 0f Sir John Oxon to depend upon her fear
of dizcovery, 1t would have hsen riore convinoing,

Am It 1%, she 1s known to have held her peac solely

Althousgh A Lady of Quality™ Ie far from being
a perfect beok, It s a siory which may safely be

It has the charm of romanee, of an Ingenfous, com-
plicated plot, and it s composed with considerable
#kill In the Inngunge of the period deseribod, Mrs,
Burnett haa evidently read widely as a preparation
for her task. As regards Insight, her obeer-
vatlon rarely gopa Lelow the surface, She Is not
pormented by the spirit of the time. That which Is
ecasxlly nccegsible, the conspleuous pecullarities of
manners and customs, she has caught and turned
to exeellent account., The hand of the practised
writer |8 apparent on every page, But the finlshed
work leaves the Impression of having been written
up, of having been put forth to satiefy the demand
for historice! storles, and not In order to reflect
the atmosphers of a past age In the light of full
and sympathetle scholarship, Coneceding to Mrs.
Burnett her Hmitations, sho has done well, and al-

Conan Doyle 15 an hl2 own ground agaln In "The
Explotta of Drigadler Gerard," There Is no more
paychology us In “The Stufk Monro Lettars,” but
there nre stirring sltuations, perilous rides and halr-
broadth e=capes, and trere s much herole fighting.
Drigaller Gerard 18 Sherlock Holmes truu.nl'f-.-rv-]
In metamorphosis from the detective bursau to
the fleld of battle, whisked away from contempo-
rary London to the stirring times of the Firat Em-
pire. Just as Sherlock was an  Indomitable fda-
tective, 20 Gerard {8 an Invinelble swordsman, No
wonder Napoleon admired the Drigadier, and In-
trustel him with the dangerous and important mis-
ston which 1s described in the last chapter of this
book. The Brigadler is not a man of extraordinary
Intelllgence, In fact, he la rather thick-witted, and
thiswasone reason why the Emperor thought so much
of him. Put he possessed a soldier's sense of duty
und honor. He never went around an obstacle lhl.t
he could e¢ltinb over. This eccentriclty is admiratdy
described In the chapter entitled “How Brigadler
Gerard Won Hig Mednl” The Emperor sent him
to Paris with a dispatch, which’ ha trusted would
fall into the hands of the enemy, and thus throw
them off the scent of n deep-lald plan. But Na-
poleon counted  without hiz host when he sent
CGernrd; he did not reckon with the Iatter's
indomitable saword and unerring  pistol, his  (r-
repressible courage and superhuman Ingenulty iIn
disentangling himeelf from the most complleated
aftuntions. The Emperor was nao worse off, howe-
ever, than Marshal Millefleurs, or than the Spanish
brigand, who thought to end the Irigadier's brill-
fant career by tying his legs to two bent trees
and releasing the trees. A deceitful monk also
decelved himse!f when ha thought to kill Gerard by
stabbing him In the eyve with a bradawl The
Rrigadler recoversd from the wound ans he Jdid
from countless others, and In his old age, when he
In supposed to tell the story of his adventures, he
glves up counting his scars. In conclusion, it may
be noted that the Hrigadler has the usual virtues
of men of his stamp; & womsn in dstress I8 sure
of s nssistance, and his loyalty is exemplary on
all occasions. He has alse a dash of sentimental-
tsm In his character, and, curlcusly, a taste for art.
The history of his explolts may ba heartily com-
mendod.

“Tha Red Republic,” by R. W, Chambers, is
a story of the Parls Commune, which alms to pre-
sent a vivid and truthful pleture of that gpisode by
interesting the reader In the fortunes of a voung
Amerienn art student, whose studio is in the Latin
quarter. The book Is admirable, despite the ap-
parent haste in which It was written and a tendency
at times to florld rhetorle. In the maln, however,
Mr. Chambers writes with restraint and with due
regard to truth In his descriptions of scenery and
the delineation of character. As regards the latter,
he has given himself a wide range by bullding up
his plot out of cosmopolitan material. Thus there
are encountered an Amerlean hero, & French
heroine, a Russinn general, Irish soldlers, o Greek
villaln and a generous allowance of French mis-
creants. The characters are well drawn, although
Mr. Chambers has still something to learn about
his women, He approaches them with a certaln
hesitancy which suggesta that they are stlll mys-
teries to him. On the other hand, his men are ex-
cellent. The same adjective may be applied to his
descriptions of the many fights in the story, He

handlas thess with almost masterly skill, |

—

Another work Is coming just now from the pen of
Mr. H. C, Lea, an historian whonse researches have
always been carrled on In out-of-the-way flelds of
literature, but whose books have nevertheless
proven as Interesting as they are learned. The new
work, which is published by Mr. Lea himself, in
Philadeiphia, 18 to be in two volumes, of which the
first has appeared. It 18 “A History of Auricular
Confesslon and Indulgences In the Latin Church.”
The subject Is one for specialista or for students
with a whim for eccleslastical history, yet Mr. Lea
has a faculty for making such & theme attractive
to more than a professional circle. Iis “History of
the Inquisition In the Middle Ages' & bulky work
in three volumes, I8 portentous in its promise of
erudition, but while there s plenty of the latter
within its pages, this is one of the most readable of

recent histories.
-

Isank Walton, who, through all the two hundred
years of his literary existence, has been the pecu-
llar property of the reader with a feellng for the
mellow, good old things of literature, is at last fallen
into the hands of the dilsttante. Mr. Richard Le
Galltenna is to edit a new serial edition of *“Ths
Compleat Angler,” and bring out the work In twelve
parts from the London press which has dones se
much In the dscgrative . publication of his own
achlevements In poetry and prose. The edition la
to be topographical, too, Mr. Edmund H. New hav-
ing been commissioned to go over the foolstens of
Walton and Cotton and draw pletures of the places
they visited. This pletorial slde of the publication
promises well, but Mr. Le Galllenne sfema herdly
the man to ed!t Walton.

.

It is sald that Mr, Crockett's new novel opens
upon o new ecene, and In Its celebration of “Cleg
Kelly, Arab of the Clty: His Progress and Advent-
ures,” deparis to o considerable extent from the
colora and moods which have been most familinp
in his work. Tle Appletons, wha publish the book,
announce alego "Gresn Gates,” a story by Katherine
Meredith, a new American writer; and “Blr Mark”™
a novel by Anna Fobeson Brown, wWho Is also an

Amerlcan.

There will be published next manth the first vol.
ume of a work by Mr. George Haven Putnam, en-
titled “Books and Thelr Makers During the Mid-
dle Ages, A second and concluding volume will
soon follow. Mr. Futnam takes up In this work
the thread lald down at the exd of his earlier volums
on “Authors an! Their Public In Anclent Times™
and he carries his investigations down to 1703, the
date of the pas=aga of the first copyright statute in
Europe. The hook wlil be published by the Puts
nams,

—e

It Is one of the ills of the time that persons of na
importarce will insist upon publishing thelr
“memoirs,” and that If they omit to do g0 their “it=
erary executors” will attend to the matter for
them. The abuse of the public patlence has grown
to be g0 severe that three-fourths of the blograph-
feal utcmmie published nowadays is scanned with
a skeotical and cautious eye. For this reasan, it for
no other, there {8 delight fn the news that Mr. Bir-
rell |s preparing for publication the autoblographical
fragment left by Frederlck Locker. The sketeh of
the latter which Mr. Blrrell recently printed in
“gapibner's Magazine' gave a hint as to how he
waitld 44 his share of the work In this forthcoming
book. He has a tact worthy of Locker's own, and
to possess that Is to be well armed agalnst the
temptations which bheset the Indiscreet writer,
Locker was the Incarnation of tact. He could be
caustie If he chose, His wit was not allowed to
rust, In spite of his modesty and his deep =illeltnde
for the feelings of others. But that solicitude never
forsook him, and, though the new autobiography s
to be called “My Confldences,” there |8 no possibils
ity of Its glving offence to a single soul, in London
or anywhers else, What It does promise [ a fascle
nating record of personal experiences which Ine
volved some of the most interesting men in the era
of a man who was himself a constant source of
pleasire to his frierds. Locker laved anecdote, and
was a connolsseur in the speclalty, just as he was
in lzht verse and o!d books FHis stories, his gos.
sip, will he distingnished—or the testimony of cure
rent history goes for nought.

Ruskin's authority as a eritic has been challengd
g0 many times and in so many places that the in-
tringle value of hls work |s admitted to be {ar less
firmly fixed than It was ten or fifteen years ago. Yed
the publle lnterest In his writings does not seem to
Aiminish In the lenst. Some one has been moking
the investigations so common nowadays and finding
out exactly what Mr, Rusk!in's books bring him in
cash, Detalls of this sort are not often of any
earthly consequence to any one but the author and
his publisher, yet !t |s Interesting to know that
the author's profit alone on & year's sale of Ruskin's
books amounts to nearly four thousand pounds. It is
interesting for the light It sheds on the circulation
of his books, showing that though tabooed by artists
and art crities, kis hold upon the great reading pube
lie 1s as atrong as ever,

et

Miss Allea Longfellow has written an Interesting
article about her father for the March number of
“The Cambridge Magazine.” She calla it “Longfel-
low |n Home Life,” and glves many details of his
persoaal character, but perhaps the most striking
note I» that which refers to his feeling on a point
which afferts many authors and poots in different
wiys. Whatever attitude he may have held ahout
newspaper talk concerning himwsolf, he was not in
the least opposed to it on genernl principles, as I8
the case with so many poels. "Whonever fe saw In
a newspaper any pleasant notlee of friends or ace
qualntances, a review of a bock, or a subject In
which they wers Interested, he cut it out and kepg
the seraps in an envelope addressa] to the person,
and malled them when several had accumulated,”

Germany Is claiming that she has produced a
“Deuteche Sappho” in the person of Johanna Ame
brosius, a peasant, who has spent her Hfe amid the
poorest surroundings. A vear or # ago her poems
wore elted by a friendly professor, and alrealdy
they have gono through Afteen editions, making hep
famous among her countrymen, at least. How she
will stand the tedt of criticism ontslde Germany res
mains to bo seen. Her work has not yet obtained
any Continental vogue.

A memorial volume to John Wellborn Roaot, the
architect to whom Chicago and the Columbian Exs
hibitlon owed so much, I8 !n preparation by Miss
Harrlet Monrce, and will be publiehed In the aue
tumn by Houghton, Mifflin & Co. The book will cons
taln abundant blographical matter and elaborate
discuselon of Mr. Root's work. The latter will be
{llustrated by reproductlons of the architect's own
drawings, with etehings and pen sketches by C. F.
W. Mlielats.

A movement ia on foot for the erection of a sulte
able memorial to Dr. Johnson at Lichiield, his birthe
place, It s possible that o museum for the preservas
tion of Johnsonlan relles and literature may be ese
tablished. That is the form of memorial which the
persons actlve In the new enterprisa prefer, hut
whether It will be chosen In the long run !s a mate
ter of doubt.

There 18 no end to Napoleonle reminl e. The
presses groan under the writlngs of historians,
diplomats and gossips., But there 18 one new vole
ume presently to appear which is confidently ex-
pected to prove its right to exist. It !s to appear in
two volumes, under the title of *“The Paget Papers,”
and will contaln the dispatches and other docus
ments left by Bir Arthur Paget, who was one of
Her Mnajesty's envoys at various European courts
during the perlod covered by the earlier wars of Na«
poleon. He was an eye-witness of many historlg
events which have been described mare often by aps
proving than disapproving writers, and the work i
:hly to be of substantial service to historical stus
ents,

An important manuscript written by Karl Mars
has been Alrcovered among the effects of the latq
Frederick Engels, who was one of the persons
charged with the publication of the em!nent Soclals
ist's posthumous works. Mrs. Aveling, the daughter
of Marx, may be expected to see the book through
the preas, and when It appears it wil present a
vivid deseription of the Germany of the fortles, It
is entitled "Revolution and Counter-Revolutlon.”

The three volumes of “Unpublished Works of Ede
ward Gibbon™ will ba brought out within a short
time. They will contaln the historian's famous auto-
blographiss—#even In number—and In addition to his
Journals there will be much correspondence and
other data. The “Life" of Gibbon which has long
been known to students, Is a patchwork made up
from the MS8, now to be accurately printed. While
the more famillar work may be accurate enough, 56
far “u’lt goes, l::u original sources anbound in pas.
BAges tic
o mcim “.M wit which have never beea




